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A very short and pretty scene follows between Anthony
and Cleopatra, They depart together, leaving Octavia to
weep and exclaim,
" En vaia je venx me resigner,
Je donnerais tont, rang, fortune, renommee,
Poor le honteur bonheor d'une maitresse aimee!"
The rivals thus made to envy each other, the mistress that
follows the world-honored title of wife—the wife the hap-
piness of being beloved, even though that happiness be pur-
chased with shame—is very good, if not new.
In the fourth act the Battle of Actium has been fought—
the world has changed masters; there are no more banquets,
no fetes, no Oriental sun gilding the orgies of Mars and
Venus: all is blank ruin and despair. " Fortune and An-
thony part here—the star is fallen.' The remainder of the
play is a close imitation of Shakspeare, in all the scenes of
the despair and death of Anthony as well as the death of
Cleopatra, with the exception that the countryman who in
the English play brings the " pretty worm of Nilus,'* in Mad-
ame de Girardin's is the slave of the preceding acts, who,
jealous of his cruel mistress's honor, brings her the means to
mock the power of Caesar. The authoress, compelled to sup-
press the untranslatable beauties of Shakspeare, has endeav-
ored to supply their place by the introduction of a feature
copied from Dryden—the scolding-match between the wife
and the mistress. Shakspeare carefully avoided bringing the
rivals together: there was the danger of lowering the interest
in the heroine by that which the audience must take in the
pure wife neglected for no fault of hers. Dryden has avoided
this, it is ^jrue, by making Octavia so cold and nnamiable a
character that no one cares for her, but he has done so at the
expense of morality. Madame de Girardin has, in the scene
between the mistress and the wife, made the latter more re-
fined by far than Dryden'e, but no less creel. • When the
queen and her attendants are lamenting the death of the
great triumvir, calling Mm thrice in accordance with the
Roman custom, another voice suddenly echoes the- despairing
cry, Octavia is come to claim the remains of him whose heart
was never hers. In the name of his country, of his sons, the
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